The lives of many thousands of our fellow creatures are truthfully described in the following words, "Theyhaste to rise up early, and so late take rest, and eat the bread of carefulness." And a very dull and anxious sort of exist ence it is in many cases where it is lived in one's own
strength, for, except the Lord's blessing be upon our employments, our labour is but lost. Work has, like everything else, a right and a wrong point from which to view it, and the nearer we keep to the right one, the happier will our lives be. Work was given for man's happiness, since God put Adam into the garden of Eden to dress and to keep it, and it was not until after the fall that tke curse fell on work and it became labour, when the ground was in future to bring forth thorns and thistles, and by the sweat of his face should man live. This is the point from which we are too apt to regard life. We look on our daily task as a burden, and consider every duty irksome which prevents our time being used for our own pleasure or profit. We envy those who appear to eat the bread of idleness, and this, with grumbling and discontent, fill up the measure of our days. But 
